AFTER   EVEREST
No time can be wasted, and we must press on to the
next case.   So we quickly gather up our goods and go
out.   Over there is the poor chap digging away.    On the
ground beside him is the little bundle that only yesterday
was his hope and his pride.   We say a word to him, and
it is a joy to see his face, half sceptical but half hoping,
and trusting on the whole that we have helped his wife
back again over that thorny hedge that is the boundary
between life and death.   We will see him again to-morrow,
and his young wife may be over the danger then.   There is
no cholera next door, but across a tapioca field a hundred
yards away there are said to be five cases.   Again the
house is shut up, and our guide keeps a respectful distance.
We knock at the door, which is fortunately so ramshackle
that we can draw the bolt without waiting for an answer.
Not a soul to be seen I   But we think we hear some groans,
and go into one of the little rooms.    There is the father,
vomiting on the floor where lies his little girl, half dead
and shrivelled and cold.   Her two little brothers are there,
four and five years old.    One of them is fairly warm and
has a good pulse.   We are told he was taken bad yester-
day, and he has obviously got over the worst.   The other
will no more run after his father with the sickle in his
hand, for the reaper has come and gathered him not many
minutes ago into the terrible harvest.   The poor wife is
very bad, but she has a pulse of sorts;   and the other"
little baby is lying across her chest crying and wondering
what it all means.   There is nobody to help them, for
nobody will go near the place :  the cholera devil is there.
So the father, himself tortured with cramps and now and
then vomiting the water which is his very life-blood, pulls
himself together and watches as we give to each a suitable
dose of medicine, and listens as we tell him just how much
medicine to give each case.   We give him some too, and
say it all over again just to make sure he understands.    If
only one of us could stay in the house and help them ;
but we cannot do that.   There are scores of lives to be
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